4f6         THE  MEMOIRS  OF JACQUES  CASANOVA
not say, but I know this, that a headless body cannot last
long, for it is in the head that reason lodges.
On the 1st of December, Baron Pittoni sent me a mes-
sage begging me to go to his house, where I should meet
some one who had come from Venice on purpose to see
me. I dressed hurriedly, and in a state of extreme curiosity;
the baron presented me to a handsome man about five-and-
ihirty or forty, who looked at me with evident interest.
cMy heart tells me,3  said I,  'that you  are  Signor di
'You are right, my dear Casanova. When I heard from
Dandolo that you were here, I determined to come and
•congratulate you on your approaching return to your coun-
try, which will take place, if not this year, at least next/
A fine old man, who was in the room, joined in these
congratulations, and begged Pittoni to bring me with him
to dine at his house, although, he added, he had not the
pleasure of my acquaintance.
'What!' exclaimed Zaguri, cCasanova has been in this
little town for ten days, and the Venetian consul is not
acquainted with him?'
I hastened to say, clt is my own fault; I thought it better
not to pay the consul a visit, as he might consider me contra-
band merchandise.'
The consul replied wittily, that from that moment he
would consider me as transitory merchandise, in quarantine
for the time being, and that in consequence his house would
always be open to me. The friendship of this good old man,
\diich I was fortunate enough to win, was of the greatest
use to me during the two years I spent at Trieste, and I
Slave always thought that he contributed largely to obtaining
my pardon, which was at that time the only thing I lived
for, for I was suffering from nostalgia, what the Swiss
and Germans call Heimwehy and the French mal du pays.
Heimweh is a mortal disease; for I verily believe I should
have died of homesickness had I not at last been enabled tc
return, and spend nine years in the bosom of the country

